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or it might be, six weeks, to paint the least to
my mind.

The third, that Alpine geology was in these
high centres of it as yet wholly inscrutable to-
me.

The fourth, that I was not, as I used to sup-
pose, born for solitude, like Dr. Zimmermann,
and that the whole south side of Monte Rosa
did not contain as much real and comfortable
entertainment for me as the Market Street of
Croydon. Nor do I believe I could have stayed
out my month at Macugnaga with any consist-
ency, but that I had brought with me a pocket
volume of Shakespeare, and set myself for the
first time to read, seriously, Coriolanus, and
Julius Caesar.

I see that in the earlier passages of this too
dimly explicit narrative, no notice is taken of the
uses of Shakespeare at Herne Hill, other than
that he used to lie upon the table ; nor can I
the least trace his influence on my own mind or
work, except as a part of the great reality and
infinity of the world itself, and its gradually un-
folding history and law. To my father, and to
Richard Gray, the characters of Shakespearian
comedy were all familiar personal friends; my
mother's refusal to expose herself to theatric
temptation began in her having fallen in love,
for some weeks, when she was a girl, with Henry Rhone itself, and that
